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A lamentable Ballad, of a Combate lately perforrfied neer Londen, 


betwixt Sir James Sreward, and Sir George Wharton Knights who were both 


ſlaine at that time. The tune is, Downe Plumpton Parke, 


* grie ves my v heart to tell the woe, 
neare London late that did be. all, 
On Martlemaſs Cbe, O woe is me, 
3 grieve the chance and ever ſhall: 
Nf two right gallart Centlemen, 
who very raihly fell at words, 
But ſo their quarrell could not tall, 
till they fell both by their kene ſwo2ds, 


The one was Dir Gecrge Warten call', 
the god Lo2d Wharcops [cn a1.d hene; 
The other Dir lames the ®ccttiſl, Enicht, 
& man that valiant heart did bcare : 

Hit e to the Court theſe gallants ſtout, 
fell out as thep in gaming were, 

And in their lurp grew ſo het. 
they hardly could ir em Licwes feabeare. 


Pap, kind in treatics tc ult net ſtay, 
Sir lames from firiking in trat place, 
Foz in the height and heat cf blood, 
he firuck your.g Wharton c2e the face, 
What deſt thou meane, ſad Wt arcon then, 
to ffrike in ſuch unmanlp ſc2t, 
That J will take it at thy hard, 
the tongue of man {hall ne re repozt, 
Why doe thy wozſr, then ſaid Dir Izmes, 
and marke me Wharton what I ſap ; 
There's ne'ce a L02d in England bzeaths, 
ſhall make me give an inch cf way, 
This bꝛags ſo bꝛa ve, ſtout Warten ſaid, 
let our large Engliſh Lo2: 8 alone: 
And talke to me that am pcur foe, 
fo2 thou ſhalt find enough of one. 


Alas Sir! ſaid the Scottiſh Knight, 
thy blood and mind's to baſe fo2 me; 
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Thy oppoſitions be to bold, 


and will thy Tie effi uation be: 


| Fay ſaid }c141 & Wlarton 1 cu miſfake, 


my cemege and ralcur ccuals thine, 
To wak't apparent, taſt thy C love 

to gage to try, as 4 de mine, 
IF ſaid ſir lamcs, haiff thou ſu h ſpirit - 

I did not thinke within thy bzeaft, 
That ſuch a haughty dai ing hea. t. 

as thou mak it t,ew of tie cculd ref + 
Jenterchange my glove with thee. 

take it ard peut thp bed ot death, 
The ficlt J weare where we muſt fight 

and ene 02 Lcth lele life art baeath. 


UW &1 wet rere Waltham laid Su Gccige 
to mo cw that ſhall ke the day; 
We'll cither take a ſingle man. 
and ti who beares the bell away + 
This done, tog ethei hands they hoks, 
and withcut any er vi us ſigne; 
They went tc Ludgate whete they kad, 
and dear ke tach tr an his pint et wine. 


| No kind of anger ceuld ke ſeen, 


no we2s et malice mightbewzay, 
Eut all was faite, as calme, as twle, 
as lave withm their boſcme lap: 
Till patting time and then indeed, 
they ſhew'd ſe me rancoꝛ of their heart, 
George, ſaid Dir lames, When next ws meet, 
ſo ſound 3 krow wc ſhall net part. 
And ſo they parted, beth refolv'd, 
to have thei valc urg lully ti pd, 


The letond part all bzicfly ſhow, 
both how ther wet and how thy dy d. 


The Second Part. 


— ; 


Dung Wharton was the ficlt that cams, 
to the appotatzy3place on the next day, 
Who pꝛelentlp lp Dir la nes comming, 
as (aff as h: coula poT away : 
And being met in nznly ſozt, 
the Scoten Raight did to Wharton ſay, 
dos not like thy doualet George, 
it ſits ſo cleate on the to da. 


rt thou no p2ivie Armour on, 
noꝛ vet no pꝛivie coat of #1 ? 
A azcſav Lon: in all my life, 
becom: a 02.4bl:;t hilfe ſo wel: 
No u a40,9n0w ni, Tout Whaccoa ſaid, 
Die lames Scew ud th it mio not be, 
Ile not aa ima mia com? hither, 
and thou a nak:d man tcualy, 


Our men ſhall ftcip out doublets George, 
ſo hall v: RA wheth:r of us doe lye, 
And then vl to ou: w2a4p3Ins ſharp, 
oac ſel ves true Gallants to: to tro: 


Then thꝛp :ipt of theic doublets faire, 
ſtanding up in thꝛic ſhicts of Lawn ; | 
Follo o ny counſell the Scocch min ſaid, 


and W nacton to tha Ale mike it known, 


Now follow my counſell, Ile follow thine» 
and w2'l fi aht in our ſhirts laid he; 
Now nay, now nay, young Wharton ſaid, 
Dir James Sceward that may not be: 
Unleſe we were dzunkards & quarrellerg, 
that had no care over our ſell, 
Noz caring what we goe about, 
o2 wheth:r ouc ſouls go to heaven oz hell, 
Me'l ficft to God bequeath our ſoules, 
then next our co2ps to duſt and clay, 
With that tout W harcon was the fic, 
toke ravizc and poniard there that day, 
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Oven th2uſks in turnes theſe gallants had, 
b:fo22 one dꝛop of blod Bas 034 p42 ; 
The Scotc 1 Knight then (pak? valiaatly, 
ſtout W harroa till thou holo c chin; oui. 


Mith the next thꝛuc that Whaccon thzu k, 
hz can him though the ſhoulder bag: ; 
The next vis th2oazh th? thica o'ty thi ah. 

thinking he had the Scoten Anight ll ain. 
Then W narcon ſaid to the vco: iſh Ant, 

are you a living min: Tell me, 
If there be a Dargioa in Eaglani can, 

hz thall cure your 0344s cight ipeaily, 
Now nay,now 119, the Scorch Kaight aid, 

Dir George W naccon th it mio not ge, 
The one of us ſhall kill the other, 

e're of this ground that w2 doe die, 
Chen in amaze Dir George lokt back, 

to ſ& what company was nigh, 
Th:y both his daazecous m1:ks or death. 

yet neither m nul fco n ath:c tlie. 
But both thꝛou h; bod wau ved ſoze, 

with coucags luſty ſt:oag and ſouad, 
They made a deſpecate veaaly cloſe, 

and both fell dead unto the ground, 
Dur Engl.(h Knight was ficſt that fell, 

the Sco:tiſa Knight foll immediatlp; 
Mho cryed both to Jeſus Chzitt, 

receive our ſoules, O Lo we dye, 


God blefe our noble King and Queen, 
and all th: Noble P2ogenie ; 


That Brrain all may live in one, 


. inperfec love and vnitp. 
Thus to conclude J make an end, 
+ wiſhing that Nuarrels fill may coaſe, 
And that we fill may live in love, 
in pꝛolperous fate, in joy and peace, 
FINIS, 
Coles, T. Vere, and . Gilbert ſen. 


